

To a boy, nine years ago, a biscuit offered for zest,
With it, turns he,to his mother in impulsive just,

To the same boy, six years ago, gave one, but

stretched for more,

In ^knowledge injected for his insipid desire.

To the same boy, three years ago, offered one,

hide it for more,

Because in him, greediness and uncertain future.

To the same boy, torday, offered one biscuit

but grabbed, all,

Fled away w^ fear and undare to face the facts overall,

Chase ! chase ! houled and clapped to resound

in the universe,

In the society, in the jungle, in the verse,

For moral to immoral, legal to illegal,

A chase in infinite race to man enthrall,

A rainbow convass of natural incantation to slate,

"Like a poet, hidden in the light of thought"

in platinum plate.